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occupants were to suffer a premature resurrection.
After a few months' sleep they would be rudely
awakened, wrapped In cloths, and carried on the
backs of mules to the holy places. Men who have
met these caravans of the dead winding across the
desert say that their hearts stood still as that
strange and mournful band of wayfarers passed
them silently by.
But the pang of sorrow is only for the living.
Though we find it hard enough to dissociate sensa-
tion from the forms which have once felt like our-
selves, the happy dead people are no longer con-
cerned with the fate of the outer vestments they
have cast off. They fear no more the heat of the
sun, nor the furious winter's rages ; the weary
journey to Kerbela is nothing to them, nor
whether they lie under cypresses, whose silent
fingers point to heaven, or under marble domes,
or out in the bare desert. Wherever they rest,
they rest in peace.